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Poison 


Author's Notes: 
Sorry for not updating. | have a tendency to only update my stories once every two million years, my 


apologies. Hopefully this makes up for it 


The guitarist muttered incoherently, kicking a stray can he found on the floor. It was about 9:30 PM, and 
Megadeth was the opening act for the one and only, Alice Cooper- a reason to be happy, right? Going on tour 
with your godfather, hanging with band mates, fucking babes.. But Dave Mustaine wasn't doing any of that. 


He was in the jam/practice room, sitting on an amplifier. the only free space he had. With Alice getting ready 
to go on stage, Gar, Chris, and Junior all in different backstage rooms, he was completely isolated, angry, and 
upset. The drummer and guitarist were in the bathroom shooting up, and he saw Junior take a hot blonde into 
the dressing room next door to the room he was in. 


And that's what made him pissed. 


His Junior, HIS, Junior, was in the room next to him, fucking that bimbo senseless. Bet he didn't even know what 


her name was. Fuckin’ prude. And why was he so upset about this? Because he loved the young man who came 
from the farm. That boy was his world, and he was madly in love with him. Did he show it well? Nope. Did 
anyone know? Not at all. Only Dave. 


"Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! D-David.. Ohhh!" 


The groupie was fussing and screaming for Junior, causing the jealousy to simmer up inside of him. Now, he 
wanted to kill. He wanted to strangle her, and slap Junior in his adorable face. 


Dave pounded the wall with his fist, his eyebrows narrowed and his free hand was clenched, ready to throw a 
punch at anyone who walked in on him. "Shut the fuck up!" He growled and punched the wall. Dispite his violent 


screams, he was ignored and they still went on with it. 


The ginger hopped off of the amplifier, and proceeded to walk around in circles, scowling, with his arms crossed 
over his chest. His cheeks were bright red, and at any moment now, he was going to go in there and kill the 
both of them. Fuck, in all honesty, Dave would spread his legs and let Junior fuck him rough until he was 
screaming, and would enjoy it. He would switch places with that bitch if he could, but he couldn't. 


Dave scoffed and stopped walking around in circles. He was going to give that kid a piece of his mind, even if it 
meant fessing up to being a total fag. Dave opened the door and slammed the door to his right open, seeing 
Junior cuddled up on the couch next to the mirrors, and stroking the girls hair, with a smile on his face. The 


two were still naked, which caused Dave to get angry. 


"Hey, Dave! Ever hear of privacy?" Junior asked jokingly. David didn't care that he was naked, the two men 


have been naked around each other a billion times. Now, for Dave, it was different. 


Dave rolled his eyes and put his hands to his hips. "You got any booze in here?" He muttered, walking towards 
the mini fridge next to the couch. Fuck! Fucking pussy! The older man scolded himself for chickening out, and 
opened the small door. Oh well. Dave would tell him another time, when he didn't want to shove David's bass up 


his ass. 


"Think so.." David said with a smile on his face, all his attention onto the female in his arms. Dave took the 
entire six pack, leaving the fridge door open, and running out of the room quickly, slamming the door so hard it 
could have fallen off the hinges. He heard David say something, probably telling him to shut the fridge door. Ha 


Not now, Ellefson. 


Dave cracked a can open and closed the door in a rather angry manner, and sat on the floor, leaning against an 
amplifier. It was one of the Marshall Stacks that Chris played, he could tell because unlike Dave's, the logo next 
to all the dials was outlined in silver. He placed the six pack next to him, and threw his head back. 


There was a knock on the door, causing Dave's heart to race with fury again. Was it Junior? What the fuck did 


he want? 


"Fuck off!" Dave yelled, clenching the beer in his hand and denting the can. It foamed and ran down his hand, 


causing Dave to growl, and curse under his breathe. 


The door still creaked open regardless, making Dave throw the beer at it in frustration. "| said leave me the 


fuck alone!" He screamed, and stood up. He was ready to break someone's neck. 


"Calm down, Dave, it's me!" A familiar voice said, and walked into the room. Dave smiled. Alice. He was dressed 
in a leather suit, in full stage costume. 


"Oh, shit.. Sorry, man! | thought you were someone else." Dave said and hopped back up onto the amplifier, 
trying to hide his rage from his godfather. 


Alice leaned down, and picked up the can of beer, wiping the sticky liquid off the sides, and handed it to Dave. 
Dave quickly chugged it down, and smashed it in his hands. 


"Slow down there, bud! You're gonna make yourself sick before you've even had two." The tall man said, leaning 


against a wall. "What're you doing all cramped up in here?" 

Dave shrugged. "Everyone's doin’ other shit." He lied, avoiding eye contact with Alice. 
"Ahh. Gotcha" The older man knew there was something else, but didn't say it. 

"Yup. Why're you here?" The ginger asked, cocking his head to the side. 

"Well, | just finished the show, and heard you screaming at your buddy in there." 


Dave's eyes widened. The mention of his names made him nervous. "Y-Yeah," He swallowed his saliva and 


continued. "Fuck him." He scowled, and folded his arms. 

"Fights with the bassist, huh?" Alice laughed, observing Dave's change in mood. 
"Yeah. Stupid fucking groupies, y’know.." Dave sighed. 

Alice raised an eyebrow. "Did he take your girl?" 


Dave turned red. He didn't say anything, just went along with it. No way in hell was he gonna tell practically his 
dad that he had a thing for bassists from Minnesota. 


That were also dudes. And were named David. 
"Uh, yeah. It sucks ass." Dave lied nervously, looking Alice in the eye. 


Mr Cooper only stared at his little buddy, and smiled. He knew exactly what was going on, it made sense. 


"Dave, pal.. Don't lie to me. | know what's really going on" Alice gave an understanding smile to him, followed by 


a chuckle. 

The redheads’ cheeks turned red and his eyes widened.. Oh shit! How the fuck did he know?! 
"Whaddaya mean?" Dave asked, trying to act normal. 

‘Its your little friend in there you like, isn’t it?" 


Dave's heart sped up, and he looked down. He remained still, looking up at Alice. He tried to say something, but 


no words came out. 

"Dave," 

"Fuck! Man, please don't tell him-" 

"Dave." 

"He'd fuckin’ leave the band, it would be the end of Megadeth!" 


"Dave!" Alice yelled, narrowing his eyes at the young guitarist. Dave was silent. "Relax, kid! I'm not gonna tell 


him. Don't worry.” 
Dave looked down. His veil of orange curls covered his embarrassed face. "How'd you know?" He hissed. 


Alice chuckled. "Dave, | wasn't born yesterday. With a little observing, | can find out anything.” He said with a 


smile and a wink. He beckoned Dave to him, and the guitarist followed. 


Alice led Dave outside of the room and in front of the room where David was. Alice shifted a gloved hand in 


front of the door and knocked. 

| don't have any more boozel" A voice yelled from inside. Alice laughed. 
"David, it's me," Alice said loudly. 

"Who?" David asked from inside. 

‘It's Alice, you dumb fuck!" The redhead yelled and kicked the door. 


Alice narrowed his eyes at Dave. "Manners, Mustaine. Manners." He scolded. Dave looked up at him and rolled 


his eyes. “Sorry... 


"Oh, sorry.. Hang on, | need to get dressed." David spoke softly. Dave clenched his eyes shut and made his 
hands into fists. 


The door opened soon after, the groupie walking out. David mouthed ‘Call me' and did a phone gesture, causing 
the blonde to giggle and wave at him. Dave gritted his teeth. David turned to Alice and smiled innocently. 
"What's up?" 


Alice patted Dave on the back, pushing him into the room. "My little buddy here would like to tell you 
something, David" Alice adjusted his hat and shut the door, giving the two boys privacy. 


Dave looked at Junior blankly. David furrowed his eyebrows and crossed his arms. "What the fuck, man? | was 
scoring... David complained, leaning against the wall. Dave grabbed him by a lock of his hair and pinned David 
against the wall. The bassist yelled in pain. 


"You know what, Junior," Dave spat his pet name, causing the smaller man to flinch and close his eyes, turning 
his head to the side. "I'm going to be completely honest with you. I'm beyond pissed right now, and if my 
godfather weren't out there, you'd probably be dead right now.’ 


Juniors’ eyes widened, and he tried to escape Dave's grip, wriggling underneath the tall redhead. David opened 
his eyes and looked up at Dave, totally confused as to why Dave was so angry. 


David swallowed and tried to free himself again. "Don't hurt me.." Junior pleaded, totally defenseless. Dave 
chuckled evilly in response. "Hurt you? Hurt you?!" Dave picked up David from the collar of his shirt, and 
threw him to the ground. David screamed in pain. "If you're scared now, Ellefson, you're in for a real fuckin’ 
treat. You're gonna be eating from a straw, you arrogant little piece of shit" Dave hissed and drew his fist 


back, preparing to punch David. 


"Dave!" Alice walked in and shouted angrily. "What in the hell are you doing to him?" The raven-haired man 
asked, pushing Dave to the side, and offering David his hand. David flinched, but quickly accepted it. Alice pulled 
him up and examined his bruised face. "You did this? l'm disappointed, Dave." He sighed. Dave took a step 


towards them, causing David to scream. 
Junior ran behind Alice fearfully and hissed. "Get the fuck away from me, Mustaine.. You're crazy!" 


Alice sighed and rubbed his temples. "This was not my intention.. Dave, did you even explain anything to him, or 


did you just hurt the poor fella?" 


Dave huffed angrily, crossing his arms. "Fucker deserved it," He hissed angrily, trying to run up to David and 
maul him, but was promptly stopped by Alice. 


David was breathing heavily. "What the fuck is wrong with you?! | didn't say or do anything to you! I'm sick of 


you trying to walk all over me and-" 


"You didn't do anything? Are you fucking serious?!" Dave yelled and laughed sarcastically. "What the fuck was 


that a few minutes ago, Junior? Huh?" 
"Dave," The bassist said bitterly. "What the hell are you talking abou-" 


"I'd like to tell you Junior, I'd really fucking like to, but | wouldn't like it as much as | would like you with your 


mouth shu-" 


"Shut up! The both of youl For the love of God!" Alice barked, causing both of them them to stop and look at 


the older man with large eyes. 


Alice chuckled softly, and pushed Junior lightly in front of Dave. The younger man bumped into Dave's chest, 
and quickly drew himself back. The guitarist looked at David's face- he had a bruise on his cheek from where 
Dave pushed him onto the ground, and a clump of hair that Dave had ripped out was on his shoulder. Dave 
swept it off with his hand, causing Junior to flinch again. 


"I'm not gonna hurt you," Dave said softly, looking at the look of fear on the smaller man's face. 


Junior looked at him and nodded. Dave knew that he didn't believe him, though. Alice didn't either, because he 
stood to the side, watching Dave's every move, prepared to pull him off of David. 


David hid his eyes under his feathery bangs. "Why'd you do that?" He asked, still obviously scared of Dave 


lashing out. 


Dave turned his head to Alice, looking him in the eyes. Alice smiled and gave him a supportive pat on the back. 


"Go on" 


Dave turned his head back to Junior and sighed. "I'm not gonna lie, Junior.. | was about to kill you a few 


minutes ago. You really fucking hurt me, man, even though you didn't know it..” 
Junior looked at Dave and raised an eyebrow. "What did | do?" He asked softly. 


"You brought a chick in here and fucked her when | was in the room next to you, | could hear everything. 
Maybe that's why, asshole!" Dave said and gritted his teeth. Alice shot a glare at him, and mouthed his name. 
Dave laughed nervously. "Sorry.." He turned his head back to Junior, who had an obvious look of anger on his 


face. 


"And? All of this is because | finally get to sleep with a chick and you didn't today? Are you serious?" Junior 
turned his back to Dave. "Fucking seriously, man.. You know I'm not good with chicks, you can get as many as 
you want, but not me? I've heard you plow tons of girls, and | didn't fucking throw you to the ground! Get off 
your high horse, you selfish-" 


Dave screamed, and held onto Juniors’ shoulders, shaking him. "I don't fucking care about the chicks! | don't like 


them, man.. | like you! Are you fucking blind?" 


Junior wriggled free from Dave's grip and moved further away from Dave. "I know you like me! You're my 


best friend- my brother! But what the hell does that have to do with anything?" 
Dave slammed his hand to his forehead and yelled in frustration He was about to talk, when Alice interrupted. 


"He likes you in a romantic way, David." Alice said. Juniors' eyes widened. The bassist thought about it for a 


minute, and looked at Dave. His cheeks were bright red. 


Alice turned to Dave. "That wasn't so hard, was it?" He walked to the door, looking at the two and smiled. He 
ruffled Dave's hair and chuckled. 


| have a show to put on, and because of this mess, I'm already a few minutes late to the stage." Alice sighed 


and looked down at his watch and back at Dave. 

"Now, you boys can figure this out yourselves. No more fighting. Got that?" 

The two nodded, and Alice walked out of room shutting the door. The two looked at each other in silence 
"You love me?" Junior broke the silence, bashfully looking away. 

"Yeah. If you wanna leave the band, | get it, man | won't" 


David interrupted. "I'm not leaving the band," He said calmly, looking up at Dave. The two were silent again. An 
awkward feeling passed through the two boys. 


Dave frowned. "So that's it?" 

"What?" Junior asked softly, looking up into Dave's hazel eyes. Not until now did he notice the singers beauty- 
yeah, of course he noticed he was attractive, most people were drawn to him for his looks- but, now he 
noticed the details he didn't notice before. He was very pale, and had an almost porcelain like look to him. His 
skin looked almost like milk, with the exception of his freckled cheeks and red nose. His lips were bright pink, and 
almost looked pouty. His eyes shimmered as the light bouncing against his shiny copper hair did. 

"Were you even listening?" Dave snapped David from his thoughts. David jumped a little. 


"Oh, uh, no. Sorry.” 


Dave silently walked towards the door and opened it, ready to leave. He was hurt, and didn't even want to hurt 


David anymore. He wasn't angry. He was just sad. 


"Wait, Davel" Junior ran up to him, and tugged on his shirt. 


Dave turned his head to David and sighed. 
"What?" 


"You forgot your good-bye kiss.” David said softly, and stood on his toes to reach Dave. He wrapped his arms 
around his neck, and kissed him on the lips softly. Dave's eyes fluttered shut, and he smiled against Juniors’ 
lips. The farm boy pulled away and looked at him, with a straight face. The two stood there in the doorway, 


silently; it was a good, comfortable silence, though. 


"Thank you, Texas!" The tall man shouted into the microphone, and walked off the stage, the crowd stil 


cheering for another song. Alice smiled to himself and walked down the hallway, when he suddenly remembered, 
The boys! 


He quickly ran to the dressing room, and opened the door open carefully. Hopefully Dave didn't kill David. 


"Dave?" He questioned and looked in the corner of the room. He smiled and felt his heart warm up. 


Dave was asleep, sprawled out on the couch. His soft snores flooded the room- in his arms was a sleeping 


David, with his head nuzzled against Dave's neck. 


Alice laughed quietly and turned the light off, looking at the Megadeth guys one last time. He gently began to 
shut the door, before saying one last thing to the two sleeping men. 


“Night, boys." 


